Any such guttering theological rushlight as Miss Marks might
dutifully exhibit faded for me in the blaze of my Father's
glaring beacon-lamp of faith.

Hardly was Miss Marks settled in the family, than my Father
left us on an expedition about which my curiosity was exer-
cised, but not until later, satisfied. He had gone, as we after-
wards found, to South Devon, to a point on the coast which he
had known of old. Here he had hired a horse, and had ridden
about until he saw a spot he liked, where a villa was being built
on speculation. Nothing equals the courage of these recluse
men; my Father got off his horse, and tied it to the gate, and
then he went in and bought the house on a ninety-nine years*
lease. I need hardly say that he had made the matter a subject of
the most earnest prayer, and had entreated the Lord for guid-
ance. When he felt attracted to this particular villa, he did not
doubt that he was directed to it in answer to his supplication,
and he wasted no time in further balancing or inquiring. On
my eighth birthday, with bag and baggage complete, we all
made the toilful journey down into Devonshire, and I was a
town-child no longer.